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SUMMER IN ENGLAND 

Ilia cantat, nos tacemus^ quando ver venit meum ? 
Quando flam uti chelidon ut taeere desinam ? 

Pervigilium Veneris. 

UHHER in England, winter in my heart : 
England, England, all I love thou art. 
And thou and I are half a world apart ! 

Summer in England : ah ! the days are long,— 
And long for me the days, and sorrow is strong. 
And bitter an exile's tears, and bitter song. 

Summer in England : when will summer come 
For me? I am aweary of being dumb. 
Listen, the swallow is singing afar at home. 




♦♦ 



AT DAWN 



g]0 wild-foot Dryad haunts this leafless glade 

Wiii woodland lures, old wtird lures chanted long ; 
Ho nightingale thrills dusk's embalmed shade 
With all her IncommunleaUe song. 
Sorrow divine and sacramental wrong ; 
No panting Nymph, deltdously afraid, 
FHes from no eager Faun among the trees ; 
No Satyr skilled to tune the cunning dance 
Draws magic from his flute : the revel rout 
With minstrelsy aflame 

Gathers and breaks like mist : shy maids advance : 
Youths leap to kiss ... No, there is none of these ; 
Joy hath departed hence, a noteless name. 
And Love bath lived her anident glories out. 



The world grows old, and all its songs are sung ; 

The lute lies broken, and the silver strings 

Are snapped and silent ; where blithe laughter rung 

In happy days, to-day no laughter rings ; 

No longer any glad-eyed lover sings 

As lovers sang of yore, when love was young. 

The world grows old, and all its tears are shed ; 

I have forgot to weep ; no swift sense now 

Of mortal gladness or immortal grief 

Brings sudden ecstasy. 

There is no pleasure left, no pain. And thou . . . 

What dost thou here, my soul, whence all is fled ? 

No dawn brings no new happiness for thee : 

Love fades, the dreamer wakes, the dream is brief. 
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Tet have I heard— ah I long ago — a sound 

Of elfin music through the twilight rolled. 

And seen a Nymph deep-eouched on forest ground : 

Sueh love no mortal tongue hath ever told ; 

Lo ! sunset barred the dying west with gold. 

And faery splendours shone the twain around. 

But night eternal veiled the tingling void. 

Deep night, lone night, and from a thousand eyes 

God gased down on this old grey world distraught 

By moans and misery; 

vniere men lie weeping down at dusk, and rise 

Weeping at dawn ; where hopeless hope destroyed 

At her own birth drags out more wearily 

Each weary weary day, till death bring— naught 
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Hush I a faint whisper stirs among the leaves. 

And stills, and stirs again, a breathless sigh. 

That shivers up the brown hiUdde and weaves 

Dim tales of autunm's purpled mystery. 

Winged with white sails athwart the paling sky 

The stately hull of many a great cloud cleaves 

Dawn's azure sea with rose-red keel and prow 

Sapphirine, while a thousand throats of gold. 

Scarce roused from the deep hush of slumbering night. 

Hake morning magical : 

And, suddenly, God manifest, behold. 

The risen sun, robed gloriously ; who now 

¥nth rich libation ceremonial 

Bathes the long vale in liquid rivers of light. 
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Light, healing light, exhaled from brows divine. 
From God's imperial brows imperial day 
Splendidly winging, and her bright wings shine 
As she scattereth rapture abroad on men, that they 
Fare gladlier forth on Life's untrodden way. 
Having beheld God's immemorial sign. 
Strong, Joyous, calm, inviolate, and free. 
Girdled with living song and crowned with mirth. 
Bright form, whom Beauty and Gladness charioteer, 
Irradiant as fame. 

Ageless as thought ! lo, on thy coming. Earth 
Throbs with new being irresistibly 
Wondering at dawn's imperishable proclaim : 
** He dwells with God, who dwells serenely here." 
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THE SWALLOW'S SONG 

HELL me, swallow. 

Art thon seeking 

Thus to follow 

Summer, recking 
Hanght ol pnrple hlU and heather 
Autumn here hath set together 
In her wild and windy weather. 
That so swiftly thou art Sying 
Over tall! and over hollow 
Westward, where the day Is dying 9 
Art thou seeking 
Summer, swallow ? 

I am ever 

Seeking, seeUi^, 

Staying never, 

Never recking 

Aught of rain or windy weather. 

Though hath Autumn set together 

These amid her purple heather. 

I have left the hills behind me 

In a sunward-winged endeavour ; 

Where summer is, there thou wilt dnd i 

Poet, seeking, 

Seeking evn. 
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ON SENCHAL 

RINDING through Indian forest ap 
To Senehal climbs the long aseeot, 
And morning ttom her woodland eup 
^jj^ Drains the rleh wine of odours blent 
And dew at dawn In sacrament. 

Calm with another calm than men's, 
Proud Kangchenjanga rears afar 
Bis five lone peaks, and the swift sense 
Unprisoned like a great glad star 
Shoots thither where God's spaces are. 

Mount^n on mountain piled and peak 
On peak, with cloudlike forest hung, 
Hight-bafiUng monuments, that seek 
Heaven's gate with avalanchlne tongue 
Fiercely and wild hands skywud dung ; 

Transcendent powers, that eoeilst 
Wth Time, like some diviner tiling 
Unveiled In scorn of murk and mist, 
Titans to God uptoweiing, — 
How can the s|di1t help but ilngT— 



Here, where night dwells, whose barriers guard 
The sullen tribes of pale Thibet, 
Snows inaccessible and scarred 
Ravines, stem wardens strongly set 
To keep her ways inviolate?— 

Here, where from highest heaven day pours 
Luminous seas of cloud that lave 
Far-off foam-swept fflmalayan shores 
With rolling billows, wave on wave ?— 
And at my feet a lonely grave. 

It lies far-off from men, from kin 
Far-off, far-off from kith and kind 
It lies, and whoso sleeps therein 
Hath for his requiem the wind. 
And in deep snow his bones are shrined ; 

He knows the jackal and the fox 
For brothers, and for playfellow 
The lonely cloud ; on the gray rocks 
The lengthening shadows come and go. 
Moving across the trackless snow.J 
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He hears the long slow seasons pass ; 
The year revolving brings again 
The rose ; he sees as in a glass 
Birth and decay and death and pain. 
The everlasting march of men. 

At dusk he sees the frozen moon 
Pour silence from her crystal bowl 
Over the world ; he knows the rune 
The pale stars chant ; he feels the soul 
Working within the cosmic whole. 

At dawn he hears the cuckoo call. 
And watches o'er the world's wide rim 
The broad sun slowly rise and all 
The pageantry of bright and dim. 
And light and night are one to him. 

Dusk, dawn, and dusk ! The shades that light 
At dawn from heaven in triumph drave 
At dusk return ; deep-bosomed night 
Gives peace, even as of old she gave, — 
Eternal peace, — a lonely grave. 



i8 




NARA NAG 

I ANK growth of grass, and columns overthrown, 

Black pools of rain, and icy storm-swept heights 
Titanic fragments of hewn stone, 
Frowning forests drear and dark as night's 
Unnamed unholy rites : 

Scurrying cloud-wrack, wind and wail and woe. 
Ruinous fanes of gods forgotten long, 
Rushing river and trackless snow 
On crag and peak and precipice, and the strong 
Roar of the cataract's song : 

Wind, storm, and rain, rain, snow, and stormy wind. 
These with their tempest-winged might o'erthrew— 
While the avalanche howled behind- 
Yon shattered monstrous forms, that once were You, 
Shrines once a godhead knew. 

These overthrew. But who upreared and how? — 
What magic music or what royal rod 
Built you,— whose desolate courts now 
Only by prowling forest-beasts are trod, — 
In what dead world, to what dead god ? 
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AT DUSK 

In north-eastern India, at the foot of Peer Pahar, near 
Honghyr, is the tomb of a Kashmiri girl, the wife of an 
English officer. Within it are inscribed the words, ** Be 
still, she sleeps." 

|E still, she sleeps. Yea, there is stillness here : 
No voices come to rouse the dreamless dead. 
No new grief gathers with the gathering year. 
No woman's heart bleeds now where once it bled. 

But from the vast of heaven dim peace is shed. 

And silence like an angel o'er her weeps. 

Be still, she sleeps. 

Be still, dear heart, be still : sorrow and pain. 
Longing and love, shall touch thee nevermore. 
And nevermore desire and never again 
Despair shall mock thee as they moeked of yore. 
Lo I naught is now as it was heretofore ; 
But over thee eternal twilight cast 
Brings rest at last : 
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Rest from thy wanderings, deep-lK>somed rest ; 

For rest and home how often didst thou pine 

In days of exile I The great mother's best 

Gift to her weary children, rest divine 

From all the passion and pain that onee were thine ; 

Rest after toil, peace after storm and strife, 

Death after life. 

Tea, thou hast peace. But life and strife are ours. 
Ours the unrest, the conflict, and the roar 
Of battle, the procession of swift hours. 
And the loud tumult of insistent war 
Thundering on earth's inhospitable shore. 
The peace to thee : to us the storm, the strife. 
The splendour of life. 

Her everlasting course the unwearied world 
Fulfils, heedless of human weal or woe. 
And out of space primeval stars are hurled 
'Hid crashing constellations and the glow 
Of great wrecked suns ; yet alway come and go 
Life's shadows, and the round of day and n!ght« 
Darkness and light. 

The world rolls on, and all we loved lies dead ; 
The world rolls on, and many hearts grow numb ; 
And some work weeping, but with high hopes fed. 
And some assail deaf gods with prayer, and some 
Blaspheme, and some smile bitterly and are dumb. 
And some to seek for things divine are fain. 
And seek in vain. 
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life like a shroud on men and women lies ; 
And, if one weep not, yet needs must he weep 
For others, seeing the slow tears from men's eyes 
Gather and fall, as mists of evening creep 
Reluctantly at twilight down the steep 
Hillside, and slowly gather over all 
The land, and fall. 

Thee no dark shadow of another's tears. 
Thee no dim memory of a far-off woe 
Touches, nor any murmur of the years 
Passing, nor any dreams of long ago : 
Thine is the heaven above, the heaven below. 
Thine the great calm, the silence, the divine 
Nirvana thine. 

Before thee spreads the long low-lying plain : 
Behind, watch o'er thee keeping, stands thine hill : 
And all the fields are fresh with fallen rain. 
And all the summer air is soft and still. 
Meseems the beating of earth's heart doth fill 
The silence as with music heard afar 
At Peer Pahar. 

Thou dost not hear, thou dost not heed : my words 
Pass like still smoke up through the evening air. 
And the deep shadows lengthen, and the birds 
Hail dusk with song, and all the world seems fair ; 
Nature is hushed and hearkening everywhere. 
Only thou dost not heed nor hear : thou art 
At Nature's heart. 
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Thou hast become a note In Nature's song, 
Of that great universal organ-tone 
A quivering chord, unheard save in the strong 
Shout of the winds and elemental moan 
Of restless infinite ocean : thou art grown 
One with all primal being, one with light, 
One with the night. 

The night ! who, even as she hath ever brought. 

Now brings brief slumber unto those that weep ; 

But thee and thine long since, yea, him who wrought 

For thee with passionate desire this deep 

Passionless place of dreams, eternal sleep 

She gave with gentle hands inscrutably 

To thine and thee. 

Be still, she sleeps ; they sleep, they are made one 

Now each with each for ever and with all 

They loved aforetime. Sleeping they have grown 

Into the heart of Nature, where the call 

Of star to star proclaims high festival 

In heaven, and no more woe for him that weeps. 

Be still : she sleeps. 
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TO A LADY PLAYING THE VIOLIN 

[IFE was a book not wholly sealed before. 
But thou hast known and shown it line by Une : 
All secrets and all hidden things are thine : 
Rulers and realms have given thee^of their l<Mre. 

Thy templed glory spans the whole world o*er. 

Sunset and dawn its towers ineamadine. 

Its walls are gold, its gates are crystalline, 

Dead dreamers built it, singing, heretofore. 

What olden city or dim, what fabled land 

Hast thou not known ? What sea hast thou not sailed ? 

What mountain or what forest hast thou not trod ? 

Lo, at thy music all God's heralds haUed 

Thee the most wise of those that understand : 

Behold I thine eyes are filled with knowledge of God. 
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Assyrian and Chaldean kings of yore 

Bowed down and worshipped thee ; priests poured thee wine 

In Egypt and in Babylon ; thy kine 

On Nineveh's graven altars spilled their gore ; 

To thee ambassador and emperor 

Pacing from Carthage came ; old songs divine 

Were sung for thee in Argolis ; thy shrine 

Irradiated many a Parian shore. 

To-night I heard thee by an inland sea 

Chanting a low dim dirge, and at thy feet 

The waves broke sighing sighing ere they kissed. 

Night was less sad than thou, sad lutanist. 

And than thy song thy sorrow was no less sweet. 

For earth's old sorrow was all made song In thee. 
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EPITHALAHIOS 

My beloved is mine, and I am his. 

']HIS Is the day that Lovb is made complete ; 

This is the day that Beauty finds her mate. 

No longer desolate ; 

To-day doth Joy with Iaughter-wlns6d feet 

Run down the eoliolng street. 
And laughter-pealing bells proclaim the state 
Of true love left do more disconsolate. 
Beauty, rejoice, thy weIl-belov6d greet ; 
Rejoice, Lovers, Love and Beauty meet : 
Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, for Love Is made complete. 

who Is tUs with visionary eyes 

And noble brows that bear the poet's crown 

Imperishable adown ages of Ugh renown? 

In Love he hath grown wise : 

Therefore, Love, declare 

His fame and his reward, whiles I my song prepare. 

Love eiled with dear prophetic eyes aflame : 

" Lo I this Is he that from great sorrows eame 

Wotorions ; his brow Is sealed with fame. 

Stand on my right hand, sacramental Son^ 

Patience, enduring long. 

And Ruth, in Love made strong ; 

Stand on my left hand. Truth, wlilles I declare 

His fame and hb reward, for sueli as lovers are. 
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** ffls fame, that by tempestuous suffering purged 

Of all mortality he urged 

Sunward the flery chariot of his soul. 

Seeking a starry goal. 

And set his face toward dawn invincibly. 

Tin he was merged. 

Participating worthily of me. 

With her he loves in Love's divinity. 

This his reward and this, for vanquished wrong, 

The victory, the triumph and the song. 

For Love and Beauty meet 

To-day, to-day his Joy is made complete." 

Love spake, and all the morning stars sang loud 
In praise of Love ; 

And from the deep heart of a flaming cloud 
fflgh in the rolUng firmament above 
A clear voice rang : 
Behold ! even I, even I am Love," it sang. 

who is this in breathing beauty shrined ? 

What spirit fashioned of iridian foam ? 

What forest doth she roam ? What mountain is her home ? 

In Love she hath grown kind : 

Therefore, Love, declare 

Her fame and her reward, whiles I my song prepare. 

Love softly whispered with deep-dreaming eyes : 
** Lo ! this is she in whom all mysteries 
Meet wondrously : God made her fair and wise. 
Stand on my right hand. Yearning, strange and sweet, 
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Rapture, with flaming feet, 

And Hope, wliere young dreams meet ; 

Stand on my left hand. Truth, whiles I deelare 

Her fame and her reward, for such as lovers are. 

** Her fame, that God in dreamlands o'er the sea 

At sunset secretly 

Of moonlight and of starlight fashioned her. 

Whereat God, marvelling exceedingly 

At his own handiwork. 

From Ocean's twilight caverns, where they lurk 

'lOd shadowy streams and dim. 

With silent iinger beckoned unto him 

The brooding Spirits of Eternity ; 

Whose eyes and heavy eyelids and pale hair 

Set all her bosom astir 

With wistful longing and olden memory. 

This her reward and this, for grace divine. 

The highest holiest offering that is mine. 

For Love and Beauty meet 

To-day, to-day her Joy is made complete.' 
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Love spake, and all old Ocean's woods and waves 
In praise of Love 

Murmured together amid their secret caves ; 
And o'er the waters, while their song they wove, 
A clear voice rang : 

** Behold I even I, even I am Love," it sang. 
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who are these, sad onee as men are sad, 

But now a Joeund eompany and gay 

In festival array to greet the wedding-day? 

In Love they have grown glad ; 

Therefore, Love, declare 

Their fame and their reward, whiles I my song prepare. 

Love spake, as of deep waters came the sound : 
'' Lo I these are they that sought and that have found ; 
Behold their brows with conquering laurel bound ! 
Stand on my right hand. Knowledge without Fear, 
Worship, to Wisdom dear. 
And Strength to persevere ; 
Stand on my left hand. Truth, whiles I declare 
Their fame and their reward, for such as lovers are. 
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Their fame, that in serene and stedfast song 
vnth calm-eyed gladness and with strong 
Passion divinely inspired they sought from youth 
Beauty, the which is Truth, 
Nor turned aside, but each in his own place 
Mankind among 

They fought and overcame, yea, by God's grace. 
They sought and found, and saw God face to face. 
This thdr reward and this, for the weU-fought flght. 
Love everlasting and everlasting Light. 
For Love and Beauty meet 
To-day, to-day their Joy is made complete." 



